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Introduction 


] begin by praising Allah, the Lord of the Heavens and the Earth, the One who 
sent His Prophet right before the last hour with a sword that symbolizes 
justice. Then I send prayers and salutations upon His messenger, Muhammad, 
his companions, and his family. 


The battle of Baghuz left a deep pain in the hearts of those who were present 
and lived to tell the tale of its brave warriors. It often crosses our minds like it 
just happened yesterday. After many years, I decided it was time to share my 
side of the story and relieve myself of the memories that haunt me so that I do 
not have to carry them on my shoulders anymore. So here is the narration of 
my journey to Baghuz and the events that lead up to the fall. 


Chapter One: The Siege Begins 


In January 2018, the siege began, and food was becoming scarce. The only food 
that would enter was through smuggling. We didn’t have many options, and the 
food available in the market was sold at a very high price. However, there were 
still fresh fruits and vegetables. Those days we were still in control of many 
villages, like Gharaneej, Hajin, Keshma, Sha’fah, Susah, Al-Marashida, and Al- 
Baghuz. There was a long main road going through each village. One could 
drive from Hajin to Baghuz within two hours if they took the straight route. 


As the months passed, the situation worsened, and uncertainty loomed in the 
air. Around April 2018, fresh goods disappeared from the market. Many people 
previously planted vegetables in their gardens and would sell them. However, 
they would be the first to get sold, and many people couldn’t get a hold of any. 
There was a time | bought unripe mini onions, and I was very grateful that I 
could finally add some flavor to the food. Although things were getting worse 
and the enemy surrounded us, I still held on to the hope that Allah would grant 
us a way out despite having everything working against us. 


As the Kurds gained more territory, their confidence grew, and they claimed 
that within a few months, they would wipe out our group and have our lands. 
A claim they would make after every village we lost. Thereupon, I would 
remind myself to be patient and firmly believe that Allah, in His miraculous 
ways, would make a way out. One would wonder what was going through our 
minds to live in such conditions, blocked off from the outside world and 
surrounded by only one main road, awaiting victory. Well, to that, I reply, it 
was the love of the deen that kept us patient. A legend once said, “For you to be 
a caretaker of a flock of sheep in Dar al-Islam is better for you than to be a rich-obeyed 
man in Dar al-Kufr.” 


I did not want to face the humiliation the enemy would put us through, and I 
desired to stay under our own rule for as long as possible. I could not have 
imagined that I would ever leave, so I held on to hope in Allah that He would 
grant us a way out. 


Chapter Two: Geographical Background 


The Last Seven Villages 


The State had lost most of its territory, except for the last seven villages. 
Gharaneej was where most of the Muhajireen were, but it was the first to go. 
Hajin was the next point where I was staying. It was beautiful, with lots of 
greenery, and the land was larger than the other villages. However, it was 
bombed severely before the siege and was in ruins by the time we arrived, yet 
we still inhabited it. When you cross the bridge of Hajin, you would enter the 
small village of Keshma. Then there was Sha’fah; it was another village that had 
many Muhajireen. Susah had the main shops where food and other items would 
enter. Lastly, we had Al- Marashida and Al-Baghuz. They were both larger 
villages with lush green lands because the river bank was next to them. Baghuz 
was named Baghuz al Fawgaani. It was a village with many mosques and 
schools. Many Muhajireen were inhabiting it before it became the last 


stronghold. 


The Field of Baghuz 


When the siege became tense, we were all living on a field in Baghuz. On this 
map, it is referred to as “tent.” Behind us, we had the Euphrates river, the main 
water source for families to take care of their day-to-day matters. In front of 
us, the black line symbolizes the main road where the markets were set up, 
and food would be sold. On the right, we have the cliff, the ending point 
where the UNICEF trucks would later pick us up once we lost the battle. On 
the left was the school. 
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Chapter Three: Events: [1] Gharaneej, [2] Hajin, and [3] Susah 


Gharaneej 


In February 2018, the event of Gharaneej occurred. It was the village boarding 
the enemy forces, making it an easy target. The Syrian Democratic Forces 
(SDF) planned their attack and stormed into the city from all sides. Women 
and children were not spared and were ambushed in the marketplace. Some 
brave sisters had no choice but to lift their weapons to defend themselves and 
their children. This was war and all its brutality. After a few days, a cease-fire 
agreement was reached between the SDF and the brothers. The SDF would 
permit the families to evacuate under one condition; no vehicles and they were 
to walk. So everyone in Gharaneej packed what they could carry and began the 
long, dangerous journey to Hajin. The walk from Gharaneej to Hajin took 
hours; however, some people were killed by snipers along the way. We ask 
Allah to accept them and have mercy on them. 


Before the attack on Gharaneej, life was safe, and the enemy was far away. 
However, this was the first time in years since we made hijrah that we had 
experienced the enemy entering upon us in such a manner. Everyone was on 
high alert and was afraid of what the future held. Although I was not present 
during the attack on Gharaneej, news had traveled fast, and I was impatiently 
waiting in Hajin for the arrival of our people from Gharaneej. 


Finally, a sister and friend arrived. She narrated the events and how she had to 
abandon everything except for the backpack on her shoulders and her 
daughter, then they made their journey on foot. She informed me to be 
prepared as things would become much worse in the future. If this happened 
once, it would indeed happen again. Pumped with adrenaline and fear, we 
hurriedly prepared our emergency backpacks just in case anything else 
happened. By the Mercy of Allah, He gave us a grace period, and things went 
calm again. However, everyone was still on edge and wanted to be prepared, so 
we exercised daily to gain strength, ate healthily, and strengthened our children 
because we did not know what the future would bring. 


Hajin 


In August 2018, intense battles occurred between the Kurds and the coalition 
forces against the brothers. The State was weak and in defense mode. However, 
despite being small in number, the brothers put their trust in Allah and 
decided to attack the enemy in their magars (military housing). 


Allah says in Surah Al-Anfaal, “Remember when the hypocrites and those with 
sickness in their hearts said, “These believers are deluded by their faith.” But whoever 
puts their trust in Allah, surely Allah is Almighty, All-Wise.” 


History repeats itself, and the exact words were uttered against us. During the 
ghazwa (the battle), a sandstorm caused the sky to turn brown. If you looked 
out the window, you could not see anything. This caused us extreme fear 
because we did not know if the ghazwa would be successful. However, by the 
end of the day, we got the news when the brothers entered the enemy housing, 
the Kurds ran away like the cowards they were. The brothers were then able to 
burn their belongings and free the captives of the previous ghazwa, and the 
sisters were exchanged for prisoners of the enemy. It was a beautiful ghazwa 
that brought joy to the hearts of the Muwahideen. Such was the matter of these 
intimate friends of Allah. As they planned their ghazwa, Allah gave them help 
from His soldiers, causing them to be victorious! 


Susah 


The enemy was plotting and trying to figure out the most effective way to take 
us down. They had two options: to attack us from Hajin (a much larger village) 
or launch an attack from Baghuz (a much smaller one). They eventually decided 
to attack from Baghuz’s side. It was an intense battle, and the enemy was 
victorious in seizing all three villages: Baghuz, Marashida, and Susah. After the 
battle, the enemy realized the ease of taking Baghuz. Therefore, in hindsight, 
we have a theory that they had changed their minds and decided to siege us in 
Baghuz and keep it as the last stronghold. A few weeks later, Baghuz, 
Marashida, and Susah were recaptured by the brothers. Then the enemy began 
to set their eyes on capturing Hajin, to which they would eventually make their 
way back to Baghuz. 


Chapter Four: The Fall of Hajin 


After the recapture of Baghuz, things went calm again. There were six months 
when things seemed normal, and there wasn't much movement on the ground. 
However, this was the calm before the storm, and Allah allowed us to enjoy the 
sweetness of sisterhood, family, and honour. There were small battles between 
the enemy and the brothers, but nothing significant. Helicopters would fly 
above us in Hajin and release rockets on the city's outskirts and onto civilian 
homes. Food was running out, and our options decreased as the months 
progressed. Flour was no longer available. However, we were fortunate enough 
to get a hold of some barely, which we would turn into flour. Our neighbour 
sold us a sack of dried sweetcorn, which was also turned into flour. The most 
readily available food was the brown [barely] bread that we called nakhaal. This 
particular bread would make the stomach churn and was very hard to chew 
unless mixed with brown or white flour. Nonetheless, this was a nimah from 
Allah, and we would eat it anyway. 


There weren't many items sold in the market; however, when we came across 
anything, we would try to stock up, which was next to impossible. There was 
either a shortage of money, a shortage of the item, or simply missing out 
because of not being aware it was sold. We would mostly cook on wood; 
occasionally, we would buy expensive cooking oil and cook on a stove that 
required gas. Daily life wasn't easy, and many people began to feel the burden. 
This resulted in many people leaving. The option of leaving was always open. 
This was done by walking out of the State's territory, walking towards the 
enemy frontline, and handing yourself in. The women and civilian men were 
taken to the camps, while the men involved in the military were taken to 
prison. 


December 2018 


By now, we had been living in Hajin for eight months. And we began hearing 
whispers that the enemy was preparing to attack the city. As they were 
preparing, so were we. I was overwhelmed and didn’t know how to pack. | 
already had the emergency bag I had prepared many months prior, which had 
gone dusty and nearly forgotten. But it was finally time to put it to use. I also 
packed another bag with all the food in the house, it wasn’t much, but it was 
my whole life put into two bags. 


Many people had already moved out of Hajin, but I and a few others stayed 
behind, hoping the situation would improve. However, that wasn’t the case. 
One morning, we woke up to the sound of rockets attacking the village; it was 
a constant flow. We knew we had no other option but to leave and join the 
rest of the group that had preceded us. That same morning, we carried all our 
belongings and went to the main road looking for someone to transport us. 


Our next stop was Keshma, where we stayed for three weeks. We arrived at 
houses that we would share with many families. We were all on the run, it was 
a very intense period, and everyone was on edge. Daily life became 
complicated. We would constantly misplace items or have to leave stuff 
behind because of the difficulty of transporting them and hope we would find 
them at our next destination. At this point, the storm had begun, and it was 
intensifying. 


Umm Haajar al Lghai 


Umm Haajar was one of the sisters who accompanied us along the journey as 
we escaped Hajin. She was nine months pregnant and could give birth 
anytime. She didn’t want to leave, but her husband wanted to keep her and 
their unborn child safe. So he moved her out, brought her to safety, and spent 
one last night with her. He did not want to turn his back on the Ummah by 
staying with his family, and he wanted to defend the honour of the Muslims, 
and he did. Abu Haajar returned to Hajin the following day, but he would 
never return this time. She was waiting patiently to hear any news. On the 
fourth day, she was told that her husband most likely died because Hajin was 
entirely gone and captured by the enemy. None of his companions from that 
battle came back, and everyone had lost all forms of contact. 


She gave birth the very same night to a beautiful baby girl, which she named 
Haajar. Therefore, she finished her Iddah that same day. She told us, later on, 
she chose to name her daughter Haajar because she knew her daughter would 
be left in the siege without her father, such as Haajar, the wife of Ibrahim 
alayhi salam was left. 


Umm Haajar would never complain, but she had lost her bag filled with her 
daughter's belongings. One day we saw her in the market looking for clothes 
for her daughter, and her eyes were filled with tears. Eventually, Allah provided 
her with clothes from other sisters, Alhamdulillah. She was a very strong 
woman, and we ask Allah to accept her. 


Chapter Five: The Way to Baghuz 


Before we made our way to Baghuz, we entered the neighboring village of 
Marashida. However, it was very dangerous by the time we arrived because the 
opposition forces were heavily attacking it, and many other families were 
already occupying it. In Marashida, I was put in a group and had to stay with 
many families in one house, more than what I was used to. Although this was 
my first time in a group. Many families had been in groups since Hajin or even 
before that. 


My hijrah-buddy had arrived and was staying in the same house as me. It had 
been months since I last saw her because the circumstances wouldn't allow us 
to see each other often. | was happy when she and the other families arrived. 
Although it was chaos, there was a sense of safety and comfort in being 
together, all experiencing the same fear and uncertainty. Moving around like 
this reminded me of the beginning days of our hijrah. 


Everyday life in Marashida was tough. Cooking was complicated, and getting 
water was dangerous because of the enemy snipers; they would sit and wait 
next to the river to launch their attacks on innocent people. There was also an 
influx of families escaping the violence in Susah, but little did they know they 
would arrive to more danger. Some families made their way to Baghuz, 
imagining it to be safer than Marashida. Those who stayed could not stay long 
because the enemy was caving in on us. At this point, the brothers could see the 
enemy from Susah's side. There was fighting taking place, and bombs being 
thrown every day. It was said that peace agreements were discussed between 
the brothers and the coalition forces. They wanted us to give ourselves up 


without fighting, but we held firm. 


Once Susah was fully taken and the enemy was getting closer, we had to make 
our way to Baghuz. It was our last option to find safety. Between Baghuz and 
Marashida is a small riverbank that we crossed on a car that was put on a trunk 
to transport us to the other side. We had heard sisters were shot crossing, so we 
feared something dangerous might happen. Alhamdulillah, we crossed safely 


within 20 minutes. 


After crossing, the women and children had to sit on an open field from 
morning to Maghrib while the men went searching for a place for us to stay. 
While they did that, we found a place to pray our prayers on the open field, 
doing tayamum. We did not eat anything that day and could not prepare 
anything for the children, but time passed quickly, and we did not feel hunger. 
At Maghrib, the men returned in disappointment, telling us they could not 
find anywhere for us to stay, so we entered Masjid al Aisha, nearby. 


That was my first stop in the village of Baghuz. 


Chapter Six: Entering Baghuz 


Baghuz - January 2019. 


When we first entered the Masjid, we saw many people we knew. We also 
heard of many that had given themselves up to the Kurdish forces. 


The Masjid was overflowing with women and children. There wasn't enough 
room for the men to stay, so they had to sleep outside in the coldest month of 
the year. Such were our men; their concern was not of themselves but of their 
sisters in Islam. 


By the mercy of Allah, we found mattresses and blankets. The only space we 
had was to sleep; during the day, we would roll the mattresses and blankets up 
and sit in the same spot. We would occupy our time reading the Quran, 
speaking to each other, or quietly thinking. It was challenging to hear our 
thoughts, as the Masjid was massive, and every corner had a warm body. 


We had to begin adjusting to our new living conditions and did the best we 
could. The food was cooked outside any open area. Eventually, a sister told us 
we could cook in her back garden, which was much easier for us. 
Alhamdulillah. Her house was almost like the Masjid; each room was filled with 


families, women, and children. 


We had found flour and would bake a week's worth of bread and store it. I 
would estimate that one cup of flour would feed two people so that it would 
make two loaves of bread, two cups would make four loaves of bread, and so 
on. 


At this point, the only thing being sold in the market was meat. People were 
slaughtering their animals and selling them at very high prices. We would cook 
it on wood fires for everyone. 


The food was often distributed for free to families with nothing to eat. It 
would come in clear plastic bags filled with soup, a few pieces of meat, and 
some legumes, as rasulAllah 8 said to make the food watery, so it fills. 


Eventually, bread wasn't around; flour was the first to finish. Rice was to be 
found sometimes every other week. In the market, you would see people 
waiting and searching for anything to buy, and the ones who didn't have money 
would wait for their rizq to come their way. 


During the first month in Baghuz, most people stayed in houses or masajid. 
However, some people were already in trenches. Those in the trenches had 
made them safe for the winter. Most people preferred to stay in a house 
because of the cold winter; however, there would eventually be no more space 
due to the overflow of people. A room 5 x 5 meters would have at least 50 
people occupying it. This forced people to stay in the open field area without 
space to dig a trench to protect themselves. 


The Process of Leaving 


Many people were reaching their breaking point and would decide to leave the 
State's territory. Both civilians and State fighters were leaving, as well as 
families. Each person had their reason. Some had children slowly dying of 
starvation, others were injured, and many had other health issues. 


Any person who wanted to leave would have to walk towards the end of our 
territory until they saw the frontline of the coalition forces. The military would 
then open a specific front for the families to leave. So when they walked toward 
the enemy, they would enter the next town that was theirs. 


Before they were allowed to enter, there were checkpoints, and then the 
"humanitarian" workers would transport people to the UNICEF camps or the 
coalition prisons for the military involved. Many men that weren't military 
were accused and sent to prison for a long time, and many are still there. 


Ghareeb al Jazrawi 


The brother Ghareeb al Jazrawi was a brother beloved by many. His story 
shows the truthfulness of the men of Baghuz. There were many of his kind, but 
this was someone we knew personally. As for Ghareeb, he was in a fighting 
katibah that was very active. His family was staying close to us. He went for a 
battle before the “First Hudnah” was announced. He went to the western part 
where the building of that school was placed, and the enemy would send the 
Kurdish soldiers to fight them. However, like girls, they would hide behind 
buildings and high walls. 


It was narrated that the enemy attacked the main road, so the group of five or 
six brothers had to go in defense. They had no cars, Humvees, or airplanes to 
aid them, so they walked toward the enemy on foot. They proceeded so they 
could see the enemy, and when their eyes met, the enemy started running. 
Shots were exchanged between both parties, and the enemy had left the main 
road. At this point, all the brothers stopped, but not Ghareeb. He rushed 
towards them while the rest of the brothers called him and told him not to go 
alone. He said, “not today, today I will not retreat,” and as he ran, he started 
shooting at them. The enemy became aware that someone was coming further 
to their end, so Ghareeb started shooting at them more intensely. Before the 
brothers lost sight of him, they witnessed Ghareeb being shot and falling to the 
eround— becoming a martyr (and Allah knows best of his affair). 


I then had to go to the wife of Ghareeb to inform her what had happened. 
Before I could finish, she cried tears of joy and shouted, “Allahuakbar.” She was 
happy that he was not humiliated and that he met his Lord in the best of 
positions— facing the enemy. 


It was not the expected reaction, but Allah had put a certain sakinah over the 
hearts of the Believers in the ground of Baghuz. 


Chapter Seven: The Trenches 


Mid February 2019 


We entered the last month of the battle. Everyone who had chosen to stay was 
almost all in the trenches, and they were still people in houses on the main road 
and few in the field area. 


We had the main road in front of us, the big field in the middle, and the river 
behind us. 


As the days went by, the field would become smaller and smaller as the enemy 
proceeded from the western side. The territory of the Kurds is behind Jabal 
Baghuz and to the west side. Most of us were on the field facing the mountains, 
which would soon become a cemetery of dead bodies. 
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Digging the Trenches 


We tried to make our trenches as deep as possible. However, many did not 
bother to dig them deep and would set up a tent on the surface of the ground. 
Since we were constantly moving, some people did not want to waste their 
energy digging, while others were women with no man to help them. We heard 
of sniper bullets entering tents, so it was essential to make the trenches deep. 


The Land of the Trenches 


When I walked into the land of the trenches, it was like a movie scene. It was a 
wake-up call, exposing the reality of this world, the worth of it, and most 
importantly, it reminded me that our final destination would be in a similar 


abode. 


No one was safe; not even the women or children were spared. The snipers 
would shoot random bullets if we walked out in the open field. It was difficult 
to know their aim, as there was no fighting in the trenches; it was just filled 
with women and children. 


We constantly needed to move around from place to place and go further out. 
It was time to relocate again, and as I walked, I decided to speak to my family 
for the last time because I did not foresee myself making it out alive, not after 
witnessing our conditions. 


Many thoughts were passing through my mind. We were a group of many 
women and children walking in a row while the men were ahead of us, deciding 
where to settle. The scene was horrible. You would see small trenches used for 
the toilet covered with cloth. Then not too far off, women were cooking 
outside on wooden fires. This was how we were living. Then I spotted this 
house out in the distance. When I first saw it, I did not realize I had already 
seen this house in a dream, so I did not think much of it. So we continued to 
walk further. We were in the middle of the field between the main road and 
the river. That is where we decided to settle. 


I place my bag on the ground and sit on it. | am facing the mountain, and there 
is a bin container made of metal in front of me. I opened my phone to take a 
photo of my dusty boots, and when I looked again, the container had a sniper 
bullet through it. I escaped death; I could have easily been hit. 


While the brothers were digging the trenches, the women tried to find 
anything to cook. The rain had made all the wood wet, so it was not catching 
fire. So we had to use wool from blankets and clothes to start the fire. The rain 
had also made the ground solid, so it wasn't easy to dig. Many women could not 
find anyone to dig for them, so they would do it themselves. Meanwhile, they 
also had to search for food and care for the children and their needs. 


The children were left to be emotionless because they would constantly be 
ignored. Eventually, they stopped asking for anything since they were not 
getting any response. The adults knew it would all be over soon, while the 
children had no concept of time, this was the life they had known, so they did 
not believe it would ever change. Many children were malnourished, and there 
was no sugar to give them energy. So we would find the children sitting in 
groups quietly staring at each other. 


Living in those conditions was terrifying. Each day came with a new set of 
challenges. I remember walking next to my trench to enter it, and as I ducked 
my head, a bullet flew past me, barely missing my head. This was the second 
time Allah had saved me. At this point, fighting was occurring on both ends of 
this field, but with little result. 


Chapter Eight: The First Ceasefire 


Eventually, they would announce a “hudnah,” a ceasefire. It was announced 
through loudspeakers. Our little State had become so small that the word 
would almost reach everyone if something were announced in the marketplace. 
The purpose of the ceasefire was to give the families who wanted to leave a 
grace period where no fighting occurred. Every other day the loudspeakers 
would announce, “The ceasefire is tomorrow from 8 o'clock in the morning to 8 o'clock 
in the evening. ” 


Ceasefire days were quiet and peaceful, but in the evenings, after 8 pm, they 
would start their attacks again. The helicopters would fly over us and launch 
airstrikes, and they would shoot their guns and rockets all night, aiming at the 
houses filled with hundreds of women and children. Many people died then, 
and we knew staying inside the houses was no longer safe. 


I want to emphasize that civilians were being killed in significant 
numbers. When Donald Trump dUl 4545 said that he was going 
to “bomb the hell out of us,” he was truthful in his words. The 
bombs were thrown indiscriminately on overcrowded houses; this 
is a testimony | will bear in front of Allah on the Day of 
Judgment. They were not only bombing military points; they 
were bombing the crowds! 


Whispers and Confusion 


Whispers were going around that the leaders of the Wilayah of Barakah had 
sought, or were called for, negotiations. They had agreed upon what was called 
the “First Hudnah’: 


The agreement was the State would stop the fighting, and both sides would get 
a certain amount of time to prepare to go on a journey. They would hand over 
a town to the State, given we follow their orders. 


In exchange for following their commands, we would also be able to put 
conditions as well: for them to stop killing us and to send humanitarian aid. 
The problem was in their conditions. They wanted the State to give up all its 
weaponry and change the banner. However, these conditions were opposed, 
and further negotiations were taking place. This gave us more time and 
extended the ceasefire. 


I do not know how much of this was true. In war, the reality isn't always shared 
among the people. But there was indeed some truth to it. Humanitarian aid did 
come in, and the fighting was on pause. 


The leaders of the kataaib told all the fighting- katibahs to get vehicles ready 
for a journey. This was hard to believe at the time, but something similar had 
occurred when we lost Raqqah. A peace treaty was agreed upon, and we 
witnessed the trucks escorting families out of Ragqah and into Albu-Kamal. 
Confusion loomed in the air, and no one knew what was happening. The reality 
of the situation was unclear. 


Women and children were advised to leave and only take what they could bear. 
The reactions of the families were varied. Some called it a betrayal of the State 
and that they were abandoning their women and children, while others were 
relieved that they had the opportunity to leave. 


For me, I realized the State no longer had any control. Since we were weak, 
there weren’t many options left. The leaders were trying their best to negotiate, 
given our circumstances. 


The Ceasefire 


The first official hudnah was announced at Maghrib towards the end of 
February. We were surrounded by a1 x 3 km area or even smaller than that. I 
was happy that it was finally quiet and that I was with good companions that 
would strengthen me —many of them, it would be the last time I would see 
them. The hudnah gave us time to dig more trenches, and the brothers were 
digging for the sisters who did not have a trench. At the same time, many 
people left during the first ceasefire. So their trenches and belongings were 
now being used by others. 


Chapter Nine: Mass Exodus 


Their strategy was working, many could no longer handle the situation on the 
ground, and people were leaving in significant numbers. 


Umm X walked up to me and asked me how I‘d been during these difficult days. 
I could tell she was going through an internal conflict, and as she stood there, I 
noticed tears on the tips of her eyes. 


She tells me, "my son is starving, and I fear he might die any moment.” Not knowing 
how to comfort her, I say words of patience and motivation. Many thoughts 
pass through my mind, is she sinful if she leaves? Would I have left if I was 


starving or my child was starving? 


Many people were judgemental, and so was I, to an extent, until I saw people's 
reality. We would see how other families were living, some were worse off, and 
others had better living conditions. Being exposed to such scenes made me 
more empathetic, and I realized everybody should strive to prioritize what was 
most important. After that, Allah is their Wakeel, and He knows what is in 
their hearts. 


For me, however, I could not see myself anywhere but here. I could hear the 
words of a legend in my ears, 


"The fragrance of Jannah is here; love and hate for the sake of Allah are here. Here is 
honour, here is glory, and there is no glory nor honour except for here. Will such people 


be defeated?" 


All these thoughts were racing through my mind while she spoke to me. We 
end our conversation, and she tells me she is happy to see me and hopes for the 
best. 


Umm | 


Umm I was a sweet sister, beloved by many. A sniper shot her as she passed by 
a point next to the house where my hijrah-buddy was staying—leaving behind 
three young sons. Everybody heard about it that evening, as it was a sudden 
death, not an airstrike as usual but just a random sniper bullet in a very 
crowded place in the middle of a typical day in Baghuz. The next day I was 
passing by that very same spot and saw her son holding a shovel. I approach 
him and ask him if he needs anything, and he replies in the negative. | further 
went on to ask him what he was doing. Is he digging? He tells me he buried his 
mother and was now leveling the ground. I wish I had never asked him. The 
brothers kept him and his little brothers’ company, so they didn't feel so alone 
without their parents. 


An Opportunity 


At this point, I did not judge anyone who left. However, I had my goal: to 
await victory or die, trying to lift the words of La ilaha ilaa Allah to be the 
highest. Thinking back, I sometimes laugh at how I could expect nasr there 
when the State only had a few square kilometers left. But I was at least aiming 
for my shahadah, refusing to leave the land of Islam. 


I was approached and asked, “do you want to leave?” 

I say “no” without hesitation. 

“Fear is natural, and Allah does not burden a soul beyond what it could bear. You're a 
woman, and I do not want to decide for you. Smuggling out is an option, and we could 


leave, not getting captured by the enemy, and I do not know how that would occur. 
Also, if captured, we know we will not be harmed.” 


I am forced to consider, and I refuse. 


At last, I say angrily, “I do not want to leave, and I came to this land to live under 
the State, and as long as the State is here, so am I.” 


I get told I was asked this for confirmation that I was not staying for the sake 
of anyone. But when I had clarified my goal, I was told that it was joyous and a 
relief to hear that I did not want to leave. 


Chapter Ten: The Last Battles 


End of February 2019- Allah is the Greatest 


The ceasefire did not last long, and it was announced that evening during 
Maghrib that it was over. They resumed their attacks and caused chaos 
everywhere. That night we had to run from our trenches. A fire had started and 
spread fast due to the tents and weaponry in the area, and it was quickly 
moving toward us. This was a tactic used by the enemy. They would light fires 
in the night that would destroy and burn curtains, forcing people to gather 
closer and closer together. 


When the fire started near us, they were also air-striking us, and this caused 
new fires to form. I remember entering the neighbour's trench because it was 
the deepest but also the tightest. 


I got a claustrophobic panic attack. I tried to calm myself down for five to ten 
minutes. But it didn’t work. I had to pop my head out of the trench to get some 
fresh air. The bullets were flying over my head. I had the choice of that or dying 
of suffocation in a 1x1m trench with around seven to eight people. 

When midnight hit, it was quieter, but then the Kurds climbed on the cliff and 
put their banners— the yellow YPG banner and the Kurdish national flag. They 
then blasted music, were laughing, and screaming stuff at us. The brothers, in 
response, started doing the Takbiraat. In the few kilometers of ground, you can 
hear music blasting on one end and Takbiraat read on our end. Random 
brothers started the Takbir, and eventually, all the men joined. I can still hear 
the echoes of those words in my ears! 


AW SI IY ASI atl pS! ail _pSI ail 


ddaly GIS! pjag odie jel oe pad oog A Loo, 


I knew at that point the fight against the State was indeed a fight against 
religion, a battle against Islam. There was no other reason why America would 
create a coalition of many countries and use these useless Kurds who had no 
purpose in Dunya or Akhirah. I knew that they wished to demolish the light of 
Allah, and here I say, after almost four years since Baghuz, that Allah will never 
allow that to happen. Rather His light will spread even if the polytheists hate 
it! 


The following day as we woke up, we checked who had survived. Then we 
returned to our tents, as no fire had occurred near us. The next day was passed 
in fear and preparation for another fire, but at the same time, we had to be 
careful from the sniper bullets, which were being shot randomly every couple 
minutes. Many were dying; there was death after death. 


The Following Night 


We were told each night to remain vigilant and sleep with our equipment and 
emergency bags, but tonight we were told to sleep with our boots. I did not 
sleep out of fear and did not listen and stayed without my shoes on, thinking I 
would wear them when it’s time. 


Around two hours after Isha, a big fire started near us, coming toward our end. 
People around us started shouting and told us to get out. Everyone ran out, but 
I couldn’t find my shoes! I did not want to run without them and step on some 
body part or on something that could cut my foot, so it took at least 40 
seconds, but I found them and was the last to run out, and we proceeded 
towards the river. 


Flashing Lights 


We found someone we knew, and they told us to stop running and to come 
inside their tent because there was an AC-130 plane approaching. As we 
entered the trench, we were exposed to the open sky, and the aircraft 
descended closer and closer above us. It would make a helicopter, shooting, and 
siren sound simultaneously. It was the scariest sound | have ever heard in my 
life. I heard something similar in Keshma, but then we had a roof over our 
heads, so it didn’t sound the same. I had also heard it when we first came to the 
trenches, but there was a layer of tent cloth between us and the plane, so we 
couldn't see it. But now, it was right there in front of our eyes, and there was 
nowhere to hide. 


In this instant, I thought I would die, that it would shoot us at any moment. 


The plane was known to shoot thicker bullets than the AK47 bullets. Before it 
fired its shots, a white light would appear and release the bullets 10 seconds 
later. 


We tried to cover ourselves the best we could and lay down in rows: women, 
children, and even men... 


It was a sorrowful state we had reached. Our faces were full of fear, and our 
eyes were seeing death. The plane flashed the white light, and I closed my eyes. 
But no shooting occurred, then again three minutes later, the same thing 
happened, and yet no bullets. Then for the third time, the white light flashed 
and could be seen on the horizon, then the plane just left. It shot an airstrike 
somewhere further. Not in the last square in front of the river, where we were. 
We fell asleep in such a state. We were filled with fear after barely escaping our 


deaths. 


(Hayaa alaa al Jeehad) 


The following day I woke up and checked on everyone. People we knew had 
been burnt alive that night; others were shot. 


I had to pick up a few liters of water for the day; as | walked towards the river, 
I was exposed to the injured people. They were getting treatment there. There 
were so many people; every other tent had at least three to five injured bodies. 
They were distributing sugar to the injured. I happened to be in the crowd 
where they suddenly started distributing, people were fighting to get some, and 
I got some without even asking for it. | walked away, looking for someone 
injured or a child to give it to. 


I still hadn’t gotten over the shock of the previous night, and it was by far the 
most horrifying night I had experienced. | remember our food that day was 
powdered milk; we drank a cup each. 


When I returned to where we had slept, I heard bullets flying in the air. 
Someone had provoked the enemy from the cliff. So then they decided to come 
forth. They came out from the cliff and started shooting at a field where 
families lived. I saw women carrying newborn babies and toddlers, along with 
some men leaving their trenches to come to stay on our end. 


As the chaos flowed through the air, I saw a man walking around the tents 
shouting, “Get up for Jeehad! Get up and defend your Ummah (Hayaa alaa al 
Jeehad).” 1 remember his march of honour between the overflow of tents and 
belongings on the surface as he walked with pride. Just by looking at him, the 
men leave their children, their women, their work, and their shovels, and they 
follow the man as they walk behind him. He then started walking towards the 
cliff, and I lost sight of him. 


I did not know why the enemy attacked us on foot as if the airstrikes and 
sniper bullets weren’t already doing the job. They knew we had lost, and they 
could finish us off in so many ways, but they decided to enter. Maybe they 
wanted to die at the hands of the brothers because they were indeed coming to 


their deaths. 


The fighting occurred between the brothers and the SDF forces until they 
retreated behind the cliff that they were shielding themselves with. 


Chapter Eleven: “They were true with Allah, so Allah was true 
with them” 


c.gd24128 dU! Ipdsu0 


My hijrah-buddy had settled in a house between the main road and the river. I 
had seen a long dream before my hijrah, which was in parts, the second last part 
Of it being my hijrah-buddy showing mea building and telling me her decree 


was written there. 


At this point, I did not realize it was the same house I had seen in the dream. 
But reflecting back, I know it was, and it even looked the same. Another group 
of friends who were very beloved to me also chose to settle in another house on 
the main road. 


The houses were the aim now; we all knew that. Some groups of people still 
decided to stay in the houses. It was either out of fear of being in the open, or 
for the ease of being under a wall, or for some, it was a matter of truthfulness. 


“Truthfulness? 

“How is that such,” I asked them. 

They told me, “we had been running away for so many years, from Raggah until now. 
We promised Allah if He gave us a chance to fight the enemy, we would. Now, we are 
running from them when they are approaching us.” 

I told them, “it is because we cannot fight airstrikes.” 

They said, “the matter of airstrikes would be the last option in this case, for now, the 
enemy was expanding on the main road. So they would not airstrike us if they were 
physically there.” 

They told me, “if we could stop them by being humans shields— protecting the widows 


and families in the trenches, it would be enough of a duty. It was our time to be true to 


Allah.” 


We had stayed in the house with them for a few days before the matter became 
more serious. This was when the fires were so severe that we feared burning 
alive in our trenches. They told us to stay with them to defend whoever was 


behind us. 


But I got the choice to stay in the house or go back to my trench closer to the 
river. I chose to go to the trench because I feared facing the enemy. The families 
who stayed in the house were different. They prioritized Allah and His deen 


over their fear. 
On my way back to the trench, I passed by the other house my hijrah-buddy 


was staying in. I entered to see her, spoke to her about leaving, and she put 
some thoughts in my mind. This was the last time I would see her. 


Then I left. 


That night was the most difficult I had experienced. So many thoughts were 
rushing through my mind. 


A True Dream 


Weeks prior, Um H and her companions were seen in a dream. As their bodies 
are elevated to the sky, the ayah of Surah al Bagarah [2:207] is being recited. 
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“And of the people is he who sells himself, seeking means to the approval of Allah. And 
Allah is kind to [His] servants.” - Al-Bagarah, Ayah 207 


Upon entering the trench at Maghrib time, I could hear the men leading salah 
and people making dua. Tonight was the night many were making dua, crying, 
and pleading to Allah. As we supplicate, we hear helicopters, 

airstrikes, and bullets being fired. It was more intense than ever before. Our 
trench was deep because we had been digging it over time. So we were safe if 
the enemy didn’t aim inside it. The top of the trench was also covered with 
many layers of blankets. 


After we had supplicated and cried together, the sister in my trench decided to 
read Surah Al-Bagarah. We would often do this because it protects the one 
who reads it. As she read, we were in constant fear. 


Then she reads: 


“And of the people is he who sells himself, seeking means to the approval of Allah. And 
Allah is kind to [His] servants.” - Al-Bagarah, Ayah 207 


As she reads the ayah, we hear the hit of an airstrike. It was not a normal hit, 
but an immensely powerful one, as though a massive building near us collapsed. 
The whole ground around us shook. “They are gone,” she tells me while her tears 
overflow. 


I tell her not to worry. Every night whenever we separate from our loved ones, 
we think they must have died. But we met them the next day. 


“No!” she shouts, “This is a building. It is a massive hit, and it is not any normal hit. 
This is the building they were in.” | get confused, not knowing whether to cry or 
to keep up the hope. However, deep inside, we knew the rest of the crew was 
gone! 


Then we both realized the coincidence of the ayah being recited along with the 
hit. But how could we confirm? She told me she was going to check, and I told 
her she was crazy even to stick her head out while all of this was happening. 


The whole night we were in a state of fear and despair, then Fajr entered upon 
us. We prayed Fajr not having slept all night, and we waited for the sun to 
come up... 


The sun did come up, but it did not bring with it good news. 
The Only Survivors 


After Fajr, the brothers approached the house to check for survivors. Only to 
find out that the SDF forces had captured it. The brothers decided to recapture 
it to figure out what had happened to the families. The house was in ruins, but 
some rooms were still standing. 


Clashes took place for some while between the brothers and the SDF soldiers. 
Eventually, the first brother entered the house. He said it was in absolute ruins, 
with dead bodies, intestines, body parts, and blood splattered everywhere. They 
could smell the blood of the women and children mixed with gunpowder and 
pieces of metal from the missiles. 


In one corner of the house, four people were hiding. They were the only 
survivors. The brothers shout out that it’s safe to come out and that they are 
not from the Kurds. They were relieved to have found life in that house. The 
survivors thanked the brothers for coming back. They informed them that the 
rest of the group had died at night during the airstrikes. Some had fought back 
but ultimately met their fate. None of the children had survived. 


Before they left the house, the brothers looked through the ruins making sure 
there were no other survivors. One brother spotted a little girl he recognized. 
"Nur," he shouted. She recognized him. 


He rushed to her and saw she was severely injured in several places and most 
likely had internal bleeding. Her foot was cut off, and the second was dangling. 
There was no time to process anything. The Kurds had begun their attacks 
again on the house. They all had to get out. One of the brothers carried Nur 
out, and they all exited the house and returned to the trenches. 


The little girl stayed with us, she didn’t have much longer to live, and there 
wasn’t much we could do to help her. It was about keeping her comfortable and 
minimizing her suffering. She was constantly asking for water, but the brothers 
who were experienced in this field told us not to give her any because since she 
had internal bleeding, it would increase her pain and suffering. So a sister, out 
of compassion, had repeatedly wet her lips for her. She died later that day 


during the massacre. 
A Green Bird in Paradise 


Many months later, after entering al Hol, the sister who tended to Nur and had 
repeatedly wet her lips saw a dream. In the dream, there was a little green bird 
who was being passed around from person to person. First to the father, then 
to the mother, and then to other family members. 


Finally, the little green bird ends up with the sister. She takes it, feeling sorry 
that it kept being passed around. She notices that the little bird has quenched 
its thirst and is sleeping peacefully. As she strokes the bird, she sees its legs are 
injured, similar to Nut’s. She realizes the little green bird was, in fact, Nur. 


Chapter Twelve: The Massacre 
18th of March 2019 


That morning after Fajr, the sun rose, and when the light became apparent, 
people started popping their heads out to use the toilets and to check on 
neighbours, friends, and family. I went out to check for any of the men so they 
could go to the house, not realizing they had already gone to check. As I was 
searching for them, I saw them walking toward me, and one of the brothers 
was carrying Nur on his back, one of the sister's daughters. He told me they all 
died, and my friend’s house was also hit, and she and her son died. 


As we speak, he pulls me along, and the other sisters are told to move onwards 
to the cliff’ At this point, it was the only safe area, and there was no time to 
grieve OF Cry. 


We were running away from the Western part of the field, making our way 
toward the cliff. We see dead bodies everywhere, people in their last moments 
of life dying slowly and crying out for help. Who could help at this point? We 


were all in the same boat. 


We just had to keep moving in hopes of escaping the airstrikes. While we ran, 
we would see hands and legs flying in the air. We realized they were targeting 
the crowds, and we needed to split up into smaller groups. In hindsight, I wish 
we had stayed together. 


We are now in a smaller group, and an airstrike hits right in front of us three 
meters away. So we go backward and go inside this tent for a few minutes. An 
airstrike then falls on our right and another to our left. We were stuck, unable 
to keep moving backward, and could no longer hear each other. 


The grass was muddy and had gone black like coal because of the airstrikes. We 
wait to try to find an opportunity to escape. The enemy kept targeting our 
area because many of us crowded together. 


Staying put was unsafe; we had no choice but to keep moving. As we try to 
move, we pass a woman with her legs cut off. She is shouting and lifting her 
hands towards me for help. I stopped running for a moment to help her, but 
there was a rush of people behind me trying to run in the same direction. I had 
to let go of her hands and leave her there, as I couldn’t help her. 


We are all trying to go closer to the river, far from the bomb that was dropped 
behind us moments prior. As it hit, | smelled an intense scent of musk. It 
wasn’t from this world, unlike any perfume I had ever smelt, scattered into the 
atmosphere. At first, I thought I was hallucinating, so I asked the sister next to 
me if she could smell it. She was also able to smell the strong scent. I wondered 
who the martyr was whose musk scent was spread in the air upon his death. As 
the scent began to fade away, we could smell the fire, the blood, and the metal. 
We now see more airstrikes approaching us, so we run closer to the river. 


Trying to get away from the masses, | find myself running in the same 
direction people are running. Wherever we go, there is a crowd. I also feared 
being alone, so I followed strangers at one point. There were many children 
around me, and we ended up close to a trench with enough space for all of us. I 
decided to tell all the children behind me to go in there. Looking for any 


grown-up, | realize I am alone. 


A small girl I knew approached me crying, and she was trying to tell me 
something. I asked her where her mother was but could not hear her through 
the constant airstrikes. Her older sister comes with a broken arm bending to 
both sides. She explained to me that she saw her mum being hit by something 
and that she saw her brain. It is difficult to understand the little girl through 
her tears, but she kept repeating the words, 


“And there was blood everywhere!” 


I saw the younger girl was also injured; a metal piece of a bomb had entered 
next to her eye. As I looked around for help, I spotted this man. He was 
carrying a medical kit and helping anyone with minor injuries, even while it 
rained bombs and bullets. I made sincere dua for him, and even after many 
years, | always ask Allah to give him good in this world and the hereafter. 


We gestured to him to come and check on the girls. He crawled over to us and 
then plasters one and bandages the other. As he finished, a giant tower of 
blocks next to us collapsed, and all the rubble fell on us. We were now half 
buried behind the rubble, but it also served as protection from the sniper 
bullets. We stay in this position from around 2 pm until sunset. The sound of 
bombs, bullets, helicopters, and rockets did not stop all day and evening. 


At Maghrib, we see people approaching us from the river, telling us to go 
towards the cliff. The darkness was frightening as we were alone. I tried 
looking for anyone I knew, but I thought they must have all died. People 
started shouting names and looking for their friends and family. I finally met a 
sister who I knew, she was with her husband, and they helped me get into a 
random trench. | got the news that many people I knew had died throughout 
the day. I begin to lose hope, but then someone approaches us, shouting my 
name. We reunite and immediately decide to make our way to the cliff without 
getting a moment to process what had happened today. 


The walk towards the cliff was indescribable. There was blood, skulls, and 
body parts lying around everywhere. Due to the darkness, it seemed like a 
horror movie. We walked until we reached the cliff, then we heard the 
ceasefire announcement starting from 8 pm tonight until the following 
evening at 8 pm. The shooting and loud noises finally stopped. We find a spot 
to sleep, not knowing what tomorrow could bring. But my mind was in 
disarray, and | did not have the energy to think anymore. As soon as I put my 
head down, I fall into a deep sleep. 


Their Last Meeting: Abu Usamah 


Abu Usamah was one of the earlier muhajireen. He was a sincere and truthful 
brother who loved the Deen of Allah. He had sustained severe injuries a week 
before the day of the Massacre. He was immobile because both of his feet were 
broken. As we would move from place to place during the last week of the 
battle, the brothers would work together to carry him. He refused to leave the 
land of honour, the land of Islam, to seek treatment. 


During the day of the Massacre, while everyone was running around, you would 
see him crawling behind the masses. His family was with him every moment, 
pulling him around, but he had no choice but to crawl on his injuries that day. 


"T will fight until my last breath until I see victory, or I will die trying.” 
§ ly Re ying. 


These were his words a few months before Baghuz. He had survived throughout 
the day of the Massacre, but at night a ceasefire was called, and everyone was 
making their way to the cliff where they would surrender the following 
morning. 


Abu Usamah did not want to £0; he kept making dua to Allah that he would 
get his shahadah in Dar al Islam. Umm Usamah had to leave her badly injured 
husband on a blanket. She didn’t realize this would be their last meeting. 

She tells him before she leaves, “Ill come back for you. I must drop off the kids 


towards the jabal, as I can’t carry you with them.” 


She runs with the sisters; while she’s running, she notices her kids do not have 
jackets or shoes, and it is cold outside. She was stepping on burned-dead 
bodies. Tears rolled down her face as she witnessed the burned tents and the 
charred bodies of our brothers, sisters, and children. Some people were still 
alive but badly injured on their deathbeds, crying for help. Her heart was 
crying, and all she could think about was how she would carry her husband 


back. 


She finally dropped her kids at the cliff and returned to retrieve her husband. 
On her way back, she asked for help, but everyone was tired, injured, and also 
searching for help. 


She finally returned to where she had left her husband, but she couldn't find 
him. She wondered where he had gone because he couldn’t move due to his 
severe injuries. She called out his name and finally spotted him at a distance, 


rolled up in the blanket. 


He was still alive, taking his last breath. She put his head on her lap, a bullet 
had hit his head, and he was vomiting blood. She just sat there for a few 
minutes, holding him. In that moment, she was half dead. It was the saddest 
moment of her life. She didn’t know what to do, whether to weep or shout. But 
she couldn’t do anything. Allah had accepted Abu Usamah’s dua. He had died 


in Dar al Islam. 


She did not have a moment to process what had happened. People came 
running towards her, telling her to move because the enemy was going to 
throw an airstrike in that area. She had to leave her husband unburied with 
regret and sorrow. As she ran away, she looked back, and an airstrike landed 


where she was previously standing. She had escaped her death. 


Chapter Thirteen: The 19th of March 


It was the following day, and the sun's heat woke us up. We were all exhausted 
from running around the night before. 


The hudnah had been announced the previous night at 8 o'clock, which meant 
the cars would arrive in the morning. I was told I was leaving, and I was in 
shock. But I was the only woman who had survived in my group, and I realized 


[had to go. 


People were finding dead bodies everywhere. Many more were injured, and 
people were getting treated. Doctors or anyone with medical knowledge 


checked on the wounded and did what they could to help. 
Shattered Dreams 


I wished I had died that day so that it would be written in history that I was 
one of the martyrs and the angels and Allah would look at me and remember 
me out of the billions of humans I was indeed from amongst one of the brave 


shuhadaah that day. 


But it wasn’t decreed for me. 


I have no words to describe how I felt. After everything I went through and 
sacrificed, it was all gone in an instant. The fight was over, and we had lost. 
This realization traumatized me and still weighs heavy on my heart. My life had 
turned upside down, and I was entering a new reality. | would have to step out 
of the land of honour onto the land of humiliation. 


I left everything behind— every joy, every item of this Dunya, and my family to 
come to this place, to live under izzah, and it was finished? It was all gone right 
before my eyes. What was the purpose of my life now? What was I going to do? 


Bitter Reality 


I was told the cars were arriving close to Dhuhr time. Since the cars were 
coming in to pick us up, the bombardment had stopped that day. The only land 
we had left were these caves near the cliff. The enemy was behind the cliff as 
well as facing it. But due to us carrying weapons, they could not enter upon us 
because they feared for their lives. 


It is said people stayed until the 23rd of March. 


I left that day. 


On the 19th of March... 


Chapter Fourteen: The Journey to al-Hol 


19th of March 


The first car was about to arrive, and I was in a group of severely injured 
people, so we climbed in the first car. The truck was open from above, and 
there was space between the wood bars so we could see outside. We had to 
climb this ladder to enter. 


We drove in the truck for around four to five hours. They took us to this open 
field known as the “Sahara.” This was our first stop, and we were searched 
again. 


They had us exit the trucks and wait for different trucks to transport us the 
rest of the way to al-Hol. During this time, they separated the men from the 
women, the injured from the uninjured. They also checked for weapons, 
bullets, or any military equipment. They even confiscated items such as nail 
clippers, scissors, and chargers, thinking we would strangle them. 


We see the Kurdish soldiers. Among them were men and women and some 
Arabs who had joined the Kurdish SDF forces. Seeing the Arabs being amongst 
them hurt; it felt like a betrayal. If the Kurds were fighting for land. What were 
these local Arabs fighting for? I did not understand why they would ally with 
fire worshipers to fight against the Sharia of Allah. 


Before separating us, the women checked our faces to confirm we were women. 
By the mercy of Allah, we were not told to uncover and remove our abayat. 
The men, however, had to take off their jackets and thick garments and were 
only allowed to stay in civilian clothing. It was cold, as it was still winter. 


This was the last time I saw our men, the brothers from the State. The ones 
who had cared for the Ummah when billions had forgotten the Believers. They 
were being shouted at in humiliation and were being treated like animals. 


Night had entered upon us. After being checked, they made us wait for 10-15 
minutes, and then the new cars arrived. I climbed on the first car again, the 
injured were put in specific vehicles, and some were taken to an ambulance. 
The humiliation was constant; while they searched us, they would say, "so you 
came to this State to fight us. Where is your State now, and where is your leader?" 
Some were even hitting us. 


One of the manly-looking Kurdish fire worshippers pushed me; I told her 
immediately not to touch me and to get lost. And she mocks me. I was 
exhausted and wanted to slap her, but I went quiet and sat down in sadness. 
Another Kurdish woman climbed into the car. She only opened my bag, so it is 
not a "search" for everyone. She took 500 Syrian lira, which equaled $2 back 
then, and my charger. I let her take them without a fight. I did not even own a 
phone anymore; I had to break it before coming out so that it would not 
benefit any disbeliever. Many narrated far worse incidences in this “Sahara” 
area, but this was my experience. 


20th of March 


We drove for another four to five hours again; then we stopped to rest. The 
following day, on the zoth of March, we drove all morning and stopped at 
Dhuhr time. This is where the American soldiers met us, and my tears could 
not stop flowing when I saw them standing there. Then one of the American 
soldiers with a translator came forth and asked for muhajireen. They took them 
all and they were escorted to another vehicle. 


I preferred being next to the edge so I could be the first to come out if anything 
happened. Also, because of my claustrophobic experience in Baghuz. The drive 
was awful, and I was crying every single moment. | was lucky to have pulled a 
blanket with me, I was feeling cold, and that blanket turned out to be my only 
cover throughout the journey. The trucks were open from the top, so the wind 
was constantly entering, and there was space between some of the wood pieces, 
which made it possible to peek outside. We drove that night from Isha until 
midnight. Then they parked the car and threw thick plastic bags with juice, 
cake, and other stuff. They gave us around six bags to share with 20 people. I 
had gotten a whole bag, Alhamdulillah, and shared it with whoever was around 
me. This bag was the only thing I owned now. 


I remember growing up reading about the Second World War; now, I was in a 
similar situation. I was folding my knees to my stomach trying to find a 
comfortable position, thinking we would drive. Then they stopped the truck's 
engine and told us to rest. The Arabic speakers told them to open the car so 
that we could breathe. Then a soldier climbed on top of the vehicle and spoke 
to us from above telling us to be quiet and sleep. We had no choice but to sleep 
in the stuffed car. 


21st of March 


The next morning we drove all day. I would peek through the wood and see 
that we were driving in a row like a caravan. A military car was leading us. It 
had the yellow YPG flag and some other ones that I do not remember. Behind 
it was a black car that looked like the CIA, and behind that was a Humvee with 
the American flag. Then there were a few military cars and then our truck. 
Behind us were many other trucks similar to ours. 


Most of the roads are motorway style that go from city to city, so there weren't 
many turns, but each time the road would curve, I would try to count the cars 
behind us. They were around 20. We stopped at Dhuhr and were allowed to go 
out. People had to use the toilet in the plastic bags we received at random spots 


in the open field. 


After that, we drove for the whole day with no stops. I was in a very 
uncomfortable position the entire time and could not stop crying. I would sob 
uncontrollably like a mad woman every two hours, not believing I was in a 
caravan led by the Americans. So many thoughts were rushing through me. I 
was now alone—the only one who survived from my group of friends. | had a 
watch on and kept tracking the time and date, feeling like a prisoner already. 


When we finally reached al-Hol, the trucks stopped, and I saw the sign that 
said *Camp Hol*. 


Chapter Fifteen: I enter al-Hol 


It was now midnight, I was the first to step foot in the camp from the new 
arrivals after the ceasefire was announced. When I arrived, there were nurses, 
military women, and al-Hol staff: They were all standing in a line facing us, 
welcoming us to our new residence. 


Ironically, these women welcomed us while their men fought against us. The 
people of Hassakah were mainly the ones who had joined the fight against the 
State. 


I walked towards them dizzily and felt like I was about to collapse on the floor. 
A woman gave me a chair facing it towards the camp. I sat, and she wrapped a 
blanket around me out of compassion because of what I had been through. But 
I wondered where her compassion was when her husband, father, and son 
attacked us. Couldn’t she have used those same hands to stop them from 
murdering us? 


Then everything started to set it. The world around me was moving faster than 
I could process. It was like I was in a movie, and I was dazed and confused. 


I could see the doors of the trucks being opened and people walking into the 
camp. The sounds were increasing. There were loud noises coming from every 
direction filling the open sky. The chatter of voices and conversation in the 
distance. The arrival of people entering the camp and lining up to register so 
they could receive tents and other essentials. Some were looking for food, and 
others were waiting for the restroom. 


I sat there for hours without moving, without saying a word. 


Just staring out into the crowd and watching the rush of the Muslimeen make 
their way into the camp. 


I was in a complete state of shock. I recognized so many women. We were 
together at one point, living a life of honour under our own rule governed by 


the Sharia of Allah. 
Now. 
We were together again, but this time as prisoners. 


I sat there without saying a word or responding to anyone who approached me. 
And just cried.. 


Our story has been written down in history with our 
blood and tears. Many of us walked along this dusty path 
together, but fate eventually took its course. We ask Allah 

to unite those who are truthful in this world under the 
banner of Tawhid and under His shade in the Hereafter. 


The battles are in turns, and the days are divided. 
A day for us, while another against us. 


